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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

III 

In my brief Indian Songs I have taken the Indian key-note 
— which is often not more than a phrase, a single image, with 
variations of musical inflection and repetition — and expanded 
it very slightly. The Indian song often means more than 
it says; it is content to give the image and not to talk about 
it — it is not "journalistic." Pantomime in the dances also 
fills out what is given to us by the bare words. 

Very little consideration has been given to Indian poetry 
as poetry. The ethnologists, who might have done good 
service in this respect, have overlooked the literary signifi- 
cance of the Indian songs; and the tendency of others has 
been to Europeanize both sentiment and form. A translation 
of an Indian song that reads like an Elizabethan lyric gives 
little idea of the original. Of course any addition whatever 
is taking liberties with the originals, but I have tried to keep 
strictly within the spirit of them. I am indebted for my 
key-notes to the literal translations accompanying Miss 
Densmore's notations of Indian music. A. C. H. 

EMILE VERHAEREN 

May 2 ist, 1855 — Nov. 29th, 19 16 

The death of Verhaeren is one more note in the tragedy. 

II est ainsi de pauvres coeurs, 
Avec, en eux, des lacs de pleurs, 
Qui sont pales, commes les pierres 
D'un cimetiere. 

II est ainsi de pauvres dos, 

Plus lourds de peine et de fardeauz 
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Que les toits des cassines brunet 
Parmi les dunes. 

II est ainsi de pauvres mains, 
Comme feuilles sur les chemins 
Comme feuilles jaunes et mortes 

Devant la porte. 

II est ainsi de pauvres yeux, 

Humbles et bons et soucieux, 

Et plus tristes que ceux des betes 

Sous la tempete. 

II est ainsi de pauvres gens, 
Aux gestes las et indulgents, 
Sur qui s'acharne la misere 
Au long des plaines de la terre. 

The man should have no epitaph save his own best verses, 
poems of the Flamand country, of the dull sorrow of peas- 
ants, of the oppression of labor. 

It is time to forget his rhetorical period, to forget that 
he pleased Gilbert Murray, and time to remember only his 
great sincerity, his great pity and the simplicity of his heart. 
He was excited by current generalities, in his worst moments 
he wrote such lines as: 

Le bondissant tocsin des verites vivantes, 

In his reality he wrote such poems as the one I have 

quoted. Toward the end he wrote of the new sorrows of 

warfare, of men who had sat at his fireside and who in 

future would sit there no more. 

Depuis la guerre 
Ma chambre est close et solitaire; 



Car je n'ai plus pour compagnon 
Que mon foyer a qui je parle. 
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It is extremely difficult to write of Verhaeren at this 
moment and for the public of a country not at war. He 
was recognized as the greatest poet of Belgium, though 
heretical voices have also been heard acclaiming Max 
Elskamp. There is always danger of overestimating a man, 
and of senitmentalizing over him, at the moment of his 
death, especially if it be sudden and violent. And such 
overestimation invariably leads to an equally undue reaction, 
both equitable minds and those tainted with jealousy adding 
their weight to this latter. 

I think I am right in saying that Verhaeren carried more 
weight with the better young poets of Paris, five years ago, 
than did most, or perhaps any, of his contemporaries. Fort 
was also at that time in vogue. And Bazalgette had stirred 
up a fresh flurry of Whitmanism by his very excellent French 
translation. Verhaeren's faults were not those which irri- 
tated most during that season. He and Whitman were the 
saints of one temple. 

I can not feel that he is so great a loss as Remy de 
Gourmont, but this is a personal and not a detached judicial 
opinion. Besides, DeGourmont's position was based in great 
part on his prose. 

I doubt if there is as much good poetry in Verhaeren as 
in the earlier books of poems by Francis Jammes. I do not 
know that Verhaeren's pictures of Flemish country are bet- 
ter than Viele-Griffin's "Ldche comme le froid et la pluie". 
I am fairly certain that his death leaves Laurent Tailhade 
the most important of the elder poets in France, or at least 
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the only one of the elder men from whom we can still expect 
enjoyable poems. Tailhade must not be considered as satirist 
only, though his satires make swiftest appeal. 

This whole French generation of men born in the late 
fifties and early sixties has presented the curious phenomenon 
of a dozen or two poets all "running even", all producing 
notable poems, none of them notably surpassing or dominat- 
ing the rest. At no time would a company of a dozen in- 
telligent literati have agreed on an order of prominence. 
This state of affairs might easily exist in a time of 
nonentities. It was in this case a sign of France's opulence, 
and though Verhaeren was not French he used the French 
language and his death must be held a loss to that litera- 
ture. However much one may associate him with his own 
country, one must reckon his gifts in comparison with those 
of his French contemporaries. He was counted peer with 
the best of them. Ezra Pound 
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